HONGKONG—MACAO
bomb has actually destroyed one of the houses on the
boulevard just opposite the hotel.
Chiang suggested that we should try to get free passes
on to the train to Kin-hwa. So we went along to interview
the Director of the railway. By this time it was already a
quarter past seven, and the train was due to leave at
eight o'clock, so the interview was somewhat unnerving:
we had only a quarter of an hour in which to get through
the handshaking, the bowing, the card-exchanges, the
tea-drinking, and all the other slow-motion phases of Chi-
nese politeness. At last the passes were signed, and we
dashed in Wingeter's car to the station. Luckily the train
started ten minutes late.
May 8
When we woke early next morning the train was cross-
ing a wide valley of paddy-fields. The rising sun struck its
beams across the surfaces of innumerable miniature lakes;
in the middle distance farmhouses seemed actually to be
floating on the water. Here and there a low mound rose a
few feet above the level of the plain, with a weed-grown,
ruinous pagoda standing upon it, visible for miles around.
Peasants with water-buffaloes were industriously plough-
ing their arable liquid into a thick brown soup.
We arrived in Kin-hwa at about four o'clock in the
afternoon. Hardly had we stepped out of the train when
we found ourselves surrounded by a group of soldiers and
police. An officer, running up and saluting, requested us
to come into the station guardroom. 4We have been ex-
pecting you,9 he explained. 6We have been down to meet
two trains already.' Somewhat bewildered we followed
him. More officers were introduced. *And now', said one
of them, who appeared to be the local chief of police, 4I
shall escort you to your hotel* A room has been reserved/
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